NOT         ACCORDING         TO         RULES

unbroken. He drew no encouragement from this.
For all he knew he might be walking straight into the
arms of the enemy.

He crept cautiously up the last few feet of the ridge
and peered over the top. To his great surprise, and
relief, he found he had company. On the forward
slope a Machine Gun subaltern, in command of a
platoon of four Vickers machine-guns, was just
digging-in. He was a sturdy youth of about twenty-
four, with blue eyes and an engagingly frank
countenance.

" Hullo," he greeted the new arrival with a grin.
" Seen any infantry about ? "

' Seen any enemy ? " the Gunner replied.

, ' Not yet."

' Let's hope they've lost their way."

' Where are you ? "

' Our first Troop is about three-quarters of a mile
behind. Praying for the infantry to arrive. Last the
Battery heard was that they'd been seen at some cross-
roads or other. Looks as if they've taken the wrong
turning. What are your orders ? "

" To stick here."

" Same as ours. Nice mess-up, isn't it ? We
stand a fine chance of being over-run. Of course, it
won't be so bad for you. You could get out. The
Battery couldn't. The Major is pleased, I can tell
you. Well, I'll just have a scout round Suicide
Corner."

After a quick investigation the Gunner subaltern
decided that the best and only spot for an O.P. was
the little hollow below the crest of the slope that the
Machine Gun officer had appropriated for his head-
quarters.

" Do you mind if I share it ? " he asked.

" All right," agreed the other.   " Be careful, though.
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